October 13, 1369 


Dear Mary, 

Please give ray regards to everyone. 1 can't thank you enough for all you did for me In Dallas, 
and for the fine time I had with you. I learned a lot and enjoyed myself besides. I think •••\ 

that you. Sue, and Arch are fine people and have a serious Interest In getting to the bottom 

of this no matter who did It, and that attitude Is, unfortunately, not universal among critics. 
The work you three have done Is amazing In the areas with which you have dealt and I hope that 
the archives will merely add another dimension to it rather than stand as an imposing obstacle. 

I made good time coming home until I got about 50 miles north of Kansas City when I blew my \ 
engine. After standing by the car with the lights on for an hour in the 40-50° temps., I decide* 
to set out walking, since it was apparent that no one would stop. I spied a light and assuming 
that it was a house walked away from the road. After tearing myself up a bit on briers and get- 
ting a bit wet and muddy, I reached one house, but the presence of an angry dog (and knowledge 

that prowlers are sometimes shot in the country before questions are asked) caused me to find - 

another house. Its occupant, an ex-con who looked like an ex-con (i.e. the state police stopped 
us because we looked suspicious) drove rae into the nearest town, which was quite a small one. 

We finally got the car towed in, and two mechanics told me what I had already guessed— that major 
repairs were in the offing— with a mam i mum likely figure of $75 and the sky aa the limit. So, 
400 miles from home, cold, muddy, with too much gear to carry, and the promise of a 2 day indir- 
ect bus ride plus long distance calls and a return to the town , I sat down and pondered my fate. 

I decided to trade the car (worth only parts now, since the engine was shot, and with other 
problems anyway) plus $125 for a 1954 Chevy. The pries was high, but given the situation, I 
was lucky. So, after having blown the engine at about 10 PH, I was on the road by 2:30 AM with 
my stuff packed in the roach-like car I had just bought. I drove straight through and made It 
to Minneapolis OK, and the car looks like it will perform OK, although its grotesqueness Is 
hard to believe. Thus I will start work tomorrow and the matter is settled. While the final 
outcome Is not exactly peachy, bear in mind that the situation was pretty dismal no matter what 
I had elected to do, and gieen the 400 miles distance to Minneapolis, nothing else could have 
really worked out If the car maxes it through the winter (if it doesn't start during the cold 
I have had it) than nothing too bad will have been lost. Right now I feel lucky to be home. 

Bytiie way, the guy who sold me the car was a state policeman. While we were riding I brought 

up the assassination just in case he knew anything and lo and behold he did know something. 
According to him, Jess Curry stopped in the tmn for gas about 6 months after the assassination, 
as he was apparently taking a road trip for his "health." He said that L3J was behind it, and 
that he had to quit# because of a syndicate which controls things in Dallas. 

Fortunately I was greated by good news when I got home. I not only passed all my prelims, but 
had relatively high scores on them, so that is one less hurtle done away with. Unfortunately 
one of the big professors in Psyciiatry Research is pressuring rae to work on a project which 
is just beginning, hinting all the time that maintaining my office here may depend on my helping 
him, since during nqy internship there is no real justification for an office here. So, it 
looks like I will be loaded down, since in addition to a 40 hour week with patients I will 

have to do work at night and on weekends. Sometimes it is bad to be a good sfciident. Maintaining 

the office with its stationary, typewriters, etc. etc. is a must. 

I will write later in the week after I get a chance to sit down, and send you some things. 

I just wanted to send you this short note of thanks, although it is grossly inadequate as a 
means of conveying my feelings. Best wishes. \ 



